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m°r'/^ci
Mary Stanley having inherited from annnoloa Highlandestate In Scotland. Lochirarra. visits it. accompanied

\j a young: lady friend and her factor. Mr. Purdie, with
the secret intention of reforming every abuse in its management.The first tenant she moots trrnffiy complainingof n tax added to the rent paid by the crofters for a
dike built to protect their land from Hoods, she declares
it abolished. The evening after taking pos*ession of
Castle IJeimra she resolves that half of that tax. which
had been collected for thirty years, shall be restored to
the crofters.
Purdie, diuincr with Miss Stanley and her companion,

over the wine discloses his peculiar bitterness toward
the tenants of the estate. He tells how. at his instigation,that young lady's late uncle drained the loch and
tore down the castle in revenge because the natives

ing with their changed ownership.
Donald Rose, the owner of the remnant of the Heimra

estate, one tiny iHland. arrives oft' tho coast in his yacht
Kirone, manned by two trusty Highlanders. Waiting for
nigbt to fall he lands by the iiirbt of the stars his little
cargo of smuggled French branny and stows it in "The
Cave of the Crowing Cock.'* llis men inform him that
some young crofters are ready at his word to cause the
obnoxious factor to bo killed by some seeming accident.
L'e warns them against so dangerous a cicio
.Mary, unaUended. taking an early morntag walk, muses

on the storios of young; Donald's wildness. and encounters
a pretty? simple Highland girl, who answers her greeting
in Gaelic, trustfully pats her hand, but runs off when
she sees the factor approaching. She resolves to learn
that language. After a day spent in interrogating tenants,all of whom grumble about everything: else, but
maintain a mj'sterious silence on tho subject of vent,
she observes a man poaching for salmon on the stream
at twilight whom she divines to be Donald Ross.
Mary and her companion, Iiatchen, taking lunch, make

a day's tramp over her estates, encountering uniform distrust,snllenness and reticence in her tenants. Caught
in a driving rain they are bewildered and near ly swallowedup in a bog. They are rescued and led to the «heiterof a cottage by a young man.Donald Ross.who withoutgiving his name departs and sends Mary's maid and
carriage for her.
Visiting next day their hostess of the sheltering cottagethe young ladies learn to their suprise and relief

that voung Donald gives and does not sell smuggled
braudy to the old woman. Encountering a good natured
lobster fisherman on their homeward drive Mary engage*him to take them sailing and announces her intenionto visit the Isle of Heimra.

CHAPTER VII.
It was a bold undertaking, and Kathchen hardly

ooncealod her dismay; but Mary Stanley was resolute.
"I must see my enemy face to face," she said. "I

want to know what he means. Why should he stir

up enmity end malignity against me? If he had
any thought for those people who seem to regard him
with such devotion ho would be on my side, for I
wish to do everything I can for them. IJe ought
to welcome me, instead of trying to drive me out of
the place. Aad if he fishes and shoots over the
Ixxrhgarra. estate simply to spite me, suppose I refuse
to be spited? Suppose I present him with the shootingand fishing on condition that he allows me to ba
kind to these people ? How would that do, Kathchen?Wouldn't that ba a fine revenge? I think
that ought to make his face burn, if he has anything
of gentle blood, left in him!"

There was a vibrant chord of indignation in her
tone, as there generally was when she spoke of this
yo'ixtg man; for she did not think she was being fairly
treated. But Kathchen, ignoring the true sources of
her dismay, began to urge, objections to this proposed
visit, on the ground of social observances.

"I roflllv think. Mnmio. it, tvlll look strnnm far

two unmarried girls to go away out and pay such a

visit.and.to that lonely island. Now.li you would
only wait until the Free Church minister comes home,
ho might go with us end then it would Ik? all tight.
Not that the Free Church minister is certain of a welcome.ifthe young man is what he is said to be; but
at all events, ho would be a chaperon for us."
But Mary would not hear of waiting; sho would

challenge her sscret antagonist forthwith.
"Very well, then," said. Kathchen, moro seriously

than was her wont, "if wo do go, wo must have some

excuse; and you must tell him you have come to thank
him for having got us out of that frightful hog."
Nor did the uninviting look of tbo next morning

cause Miss SUinley to alter her resolve. It was

iiartlly a dny for a pleasure sail. The wind, it is
true, had abated during the night; and there was not
niu -h of a sea on; but the skies were heavy and lowering,and dark and sombre were those long headlands
running out into the leaden hued main. But there
was tho lobster boat lying at anchor in charge of a

young lad: and the dinghy was drawn up on the beac-.h,
and a tuessaga had just come in that Big Archie was

waiting below to carry wraps and rags.
"Kathchen," said Mary, sitting hastily down to her

writing desk, "I have discovered, that tho Fishery
Board sits at Edinburgh, but X can't find out who are

the members. Do you think I should l>cgin 'My
Lords and Gentlemen' or only 'Gentlemen?' "

"I don't know," said Kathchen; "I should think
'Gentlemen' would be safer."

So, in happy singleness of purpose, Mary proceeded
to write her letter about the alien lobster fishermen.
little thinking to what that innocent action was to
lead; then she went and quickly got ready: and by

iirl by the two girls were on their way down to the
teach, accompanied by the gigantic and massive
shouldered Gilleasbulg Mor. Big Archie, if the troth
must l>e told, was moodily silent this morning; the
fact being that on the previous evening he had wound
up tho day's promiscuous indulgence by "drinking
sore," as they say in those parts; and uow his ihyslcalconscience was troubling him. But if his conversationwas limited to monosyllables, and If he
wore a sad and depressed look, he was. nevertheless,
most kind and assiduous in his attentions to the two
ladies: and when he had rowed tl>om rut in the dinghy
and got them ensconced in the stern of the bigger boat
lie did everything he could for their comfort, considerIntho rudeness of their surroundings. And presently,
when tho anchor was got up, Big Archie cams aft to
the tiller; tho young lad lay prone on the bit of deck
forward to keep a lookout; and Mary and her companionknew they were now pledged to the enterprise,
whatever might come of it.

Indeed, the two girls were themselves rather inclinedto silence. It was a gloomy sort of morning;
there was even ii threatening of rain brooding over

tha distant headlands, and the dark ssa. lapped mournfullyaround them, with not v single fiwilt g'hr.cing
Jssh of white. But the light breeze was favorable,
Uid they mado steady progress, unfamiliar features of
the coast line becoming visible on the right hand and
>n the left as they made further and further out to
sea.

Tfc seemed a long and weary time.given over, to
Ireamings, aud doubtlng«, and somewhat anxious forecasts.But all of a sudden Mary was startled by
Uie voice of the skipper.
"Will Miss Stanley bo for going in to Heimra:"
And then for the moment her courage failed her.
"What uo you say, Kathchen? Do you think.we

should semi ft message.before calling ?"
"Oil, yes, certainly," said Kathclieiv, with eagerness.

"Tint Is certainly what we ought to do.'°
"Ob, very well, then," said Mary, turning to the

steersman (but there was a flush of s?lf-conscious
phaiD'i oil her cheek.'), "you rwed not take us to the
houso.wo will merely have a. look at the islaud.and
soijie other day we will come out, when we have told
Mr. Ross beforehand.''
"Very well, mem," said Big Archie, holding 011 the

same course, which was taktug them by the south side
of the islaud.

Tt was an angry-looking ron?t.steep and sheer.a
long, low, heavy surge breaking monotonously along
the black rocks. But when they got round the westward-trendingheadland, they gradually came in sight
of the sheltered waters of thet little bay, and of tiie
sweep of silver beach, and ti:e solitary cottage perched
on Its small plateau. And of course Ivathehen's eyes
were full of intenasst. Interest, with something too of
apprehension; for this (according to Mr. I'urdle) was
the pirate's den.this was the home of the outlaw
whose deeds by night and day, by sea and shore, had
^liiiivu Him oi> uni a ,t ibiiuivu. i>ur. auuys attention
hail been attracted elsewhither. She was regarding
a, white marble slab, placed high on the top of the
cliff, facing the western seas.

"Look, Kathchen," she said, in rather a low roice.
And then she turned to the silent little bay before
lier. 'Toor woman!" she said. "It was a lonely
place to live all those years."

Presently Mary bethought her of the errand that had
brought her so far; and she repented of her irresolution.
"Can you take us into the bay, Mr. MacXicol?"

said she, without staying to consult Kathchen.
"Aw, yes, mem, zurely."
" For it is a long way to have come.and.and I am

anxious to see* Mr. Ross."
"Aw, voiy well, mem," said Archie, at once alteringhis course.
And then she said, looking all round the bay:
"But where is (he yacht?"
"Is it Sir. Jioss' yacht, mem? It was lying in

Camus Bheag when I wnss coming aweh last evening."
"And was Mi-. Ross oil board?" Kathchen asked,

with a quick senso of rolief.
"Indeed I am not mire of that," said Archie. "For

met)be lie wass sending the men over to the mainland,
and himself staying on tbe island."

"In any case, Kathchen. that need not. matter to
you," Mary inter;>ose<1. "You can remain where you
are. and I will go up to the house by myse'f. Why
should you bother about my business affairs?"

This was a view of the caso that was not likely
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to commend itself to Kathcheu, who could nerve herself011 occasion. When the lobster-boat had come to
anchor, and they had gone ashore in the dinghy, she
proceeded to walk up to the house along with her
friend just as if nothing unusual was happening to
her. She kept watch.furtively; bufc her outward air
was one of iterfect self-possession. As for Mary, she
was too deeply engaged in tbinkl; g how her co plaints
and demands were to be framed to heed anything else
al this moment.
They knocked at the door, and again knocked; after

a little while the old woman Martha appeared.the
surprise in her face being obvious testimony to the
rarity of visitors to this remote island.

"Is Mr. Koss at home';" Mary asked.
It was a second or so before Martha recovered from

her amazement.for she had not seen, the lobster-boat
appear in the bay, nor yet the strangers come ashore.

"Oh. no.he is over on the mainland," said the triinly-dresaedold woman. "What a peety.what a

peety!"
Mary was rather taken aback; however, she said:
"It is not of much consequence, for, if he if. on the

mamianri.or it no is 111 the neighborhood.X dare say
I shall be able to see him before be returns to
Heimra."
And then she was about coining away when Martha

interposed, with Highland courtesy.
"But would not the leddies como in and sit down

for a little while.and hef some tea, or a little milk,
or something of that kind? Mr. Koss very sorry when
lie knows.to be sure.and a great jjcety him not
here "

"Oh, thank you," said Kathchen (whose faco had
lighten«l considerably when she heard of Donald Koss
being absent), "It is very kind of you; and X am sure
I shall Ise very glad to have a glass of milk, if you
will be so kind."
Kathchen wanted no milk; but she suddenly saw beforeh r a chance of ha. ing her curiosity sit sfled withoutrisk; she would be allowed to see what kind of

lair this was in which the savage outlaw lived. And
so the unsuspecting Martha led the way; and the two
young ladies followed her into the passage, and into
the lii'Bt room leading therefrom, which was a kind of
morning-apartment and study combined. They seated
themselves, and she left to get them such refreshment
as the out-of-the-world cottage could afford.
The two girls were silent; but their eyes were

busy. The first thing that attracted their notice was
a portrait over the mantelpiece.the portrait of a

very beautiful woman, pale somewhat and dark, with
refined and impressive features, and of a simple and
yet dignified bearing. A sad face, perhaps; but a
face full of character and distinction; the first glance
told you this was no common person who looked at
you so calmly. Mary said nothing; Kathehen said
1:0 hing; but they knew who this was.the lit ness was
too obvious.
And as for the other contents of the room?.well,

there were neither guns, nor rods, nor splash-nets, nor
anything else connected with fishing or shooting, legal
or illegal; but there was an abundance of books in the
shelves that lined three walls of the apartment. Moreover,there was on© volume lying on the table beforw
them.beside a wooden pipe. They regarded this for
some little time; but it was Kathehen who spoke first.
"Mary, would it be very impertinent if I looked?"
Mary Stanley laughed.
"I don't know," she said. "Most people do pick

up things when they are left in a room. But we are
In a peculiar position. We are here without the consentof the owner."
"Yes, that is so," said Kathehen, resignedly, end sha

remained stilly
But she continued looking toward the book in a wistfulway.
"It's only the title I should like to see," she began

again. "What harm can there be in that?" If Mr.
Ross were here himself I would take up the book iu a
minute.yes, I would! What do you say, Mary?"

"Well," said Mary, frankly, "I really should like
to know what kind of literature commends it3elf to
any one living in a strange place such as this. But
at the same time we are not his guests.we are intruders-orif wo are guests, we are the housekeeper's
guests, and it is but fair to her we shouldn't pry into
secrets."
Kathehen had risen and gone across to the table;

perhaps it would not be breaking the laws of hospitalityif she could get a glimpse of the title of the
book without actually laving hands on it? But the
back of tt was away from the light. In these desperatecircumstances Kathehen yielded to temptation;
she hastily snatched up the volume, glanced at the
title, and as quickly returned to her seat again.

"Good gracious!" said she. "That ir, line entertainmentfor a lonely island.Joshua. Williams' 'Ileal
Property'!"
"A law book?" said Mary, with her face becoming

suddenly grave. ,-I hope there is not going to beanytrouble.a lawsuit is such, a dreadful thing "

"Oh, no; I r.nde s and what that i. eans," sx il Kathclien,"1 know quite well. That is one of the books
my brother had when ho was reading up for the Bar.
I remember it because I spilt some ink over it, and lie
made me buy him another. I wonder, now, if Mr.
Boss is reading up for the Bar? Wouldn't that bo a
blessed dispensation of Providence for you Mamie.if
lie were to go away and shut himself up in the
Temple, atid leave you Lochgarra entirely in your own
hands, shooting, and fishing, and everything? Only,"
she added, "I don't quite understand how such a wild
savage as Mr. Purdie described to us would be likely
to get 011 with the Judges. I am afraid there would
be scenes in court. What do they call dismissing a
barrister ?.not cashiering ?.unfrocking ? "

Kathchen had suddenly to cease; for here was the
elderly Martha, carrying' a large tray amply provided
with homely and wholesome fare.oat-meal cake, soda
scones, marmalade, strawberry jam, fresh butter and
a jug of milk. And Mary did not pause before breakingbread in the house of her enemy; for she saw
that the old housekeeper was anxious that her bounties
should be appreciate; and besides, oat-meal cake and
marmalade and fresh milk ought to recommend themselvesto any healthily constituted young woman.
By and by, when Martha had left the .room, Miss
Stanley said:.
"What s'lall I give her as we are going away, Kathehen?Haif a sovereign?"
"Ob, for goodness' sake, Mamie, don't think of such

a thing'" Kathehen exclaimed. "At any other time
give her anything you like; but you must not pay for
l'ood in this house; you cannot imagine how offended
sho would b<!. She. would take it as an insult offered
to her maater; she represents Mr. Ross in his absence.itis Mr. Ross who is entertaining us now "

"Oh, it is Mr. Iloss who is entertaining us?.yes,
of course," en id Mary, thoughtfully; and.perhaps
without noticing the coincidence.she put down tlio
piece of oafc-cake she held in her hand, nor did alio
take it tip again.
And furthermore, as they were going down to the

boat, having made due acknowledgments to Martha
for her hospitality.Mary walked as one In a dream;
while Kathehen, rejoiced to have coine through this
dreadnil ordeal with such unexpected ease, was in the
gayest of humors. She did not notice her friend's
reverie; she was chattering away about their foolhardinessin entering the savage's lair.about her surprise,in flndiiig no skulls and bones lying in corners.
about the quiet and studious aspect of the place being
a pretty cover for all kinds of dark and lawless deeds.
Mary did not reply; once or twice she looked up to
the white grave on the hill.she was thinking of other
things.
But when they had all got into the. larger boat

again, and set out on their return voyage, Kathehen
found a companion more of her own mood. The
truth is that while the young ladies were being entertainedin the front part of the house, Big Archie had
slipped up to the back, had paid his respects to
Martha, and had been presented, as is the custom in
the west, with his morning dram. This welcome
mitigation of his Katzeivjammer had made a new
man of him; and he waa now disposed to be as tnlka!tive as lie had hitherto been morose; so that, as he
sate with his arm on the tiller, he was cheerfully
telling the young lady all about himself and his uo!nigs and circumstances. And Kathehen, finding him
thus sociable an-1 friendly, affected much interest,
and plied him with appropriate questions.

"Do, vou keen r. cow. Mr. AtacN'ieol «q!il s!\o

"Aw, now," said lie, depreciatingly, "the young
leddy will be makldn me ashamed. It's chist
Archi© they'll l>e calling me."
"Very well, Archie.do you keep a cow?"
"I starve one," said Archie, with ironical humor.
"And a kitchen garden*'"
"Aw, is it a garden? And you will not know that

I v.ass tokken the prize tor the garden, ay, more as
three or four years? Well, well, now, there is no
longer a prize given for the best garden, and it's a

peety, too "

"But tell me," said Kathchen, with como astonishment,"why was the prize stopped? It seems a very
reasonable thing, a prize for th>» l>est kitchen-garden
among the crofter® and fishermen.I'm quite sure Miss
Stanley would give such a prize. Why was it
stopped1''
Big Archie hesitated for a second or two; then he

said, .with a grin of confession:.
"Well, now 1 will tell you the God's truth, mem;

for there's tw-. ways about every story; and there's
my way of it, and there's Mr. Purdio's way of it;
and mobile the one is true or tho other. And this is
my way of it:.-I wa.ss gettin the prize.oh, yes. I
will not deny that.year by year and very proud I
wass, too, of tho cabbages, and the scarlet beans, and
the like of that, and the thirty shulllns of tho prize
n. verv rood thlnsr for tne. 4nd flion u... (i..

the Minanl crofters they wore for Bowling an applicationto Mr. Stanley for to have the rents revised,
a nil I put my mine to the paper too; but Mr. Stanley
he would do nothing at ail.he said 'Go to Mr. Purdie.'Then Mr. Purdio he sees my name on the
paper; and ho says 'Very well, there will be no more

prize for the garden, and you can do without your
thirty shullins.' It wass a punishment, for me, that
I wass putting my name on the paper. Now, mem,
that is my story about the prize "

"I think it was very shabby treatment!" Kathchen
exclaimed

"And that is the way I see my side of it," continuedBig Archie, honestly; "but I am not denying there
may bo another way. Aw raw, mem, I want to tell
you fair; and Mr. Ptirdie he would lief another versionfor you, if you were to be! love it..-"

"Well, then, what is his version?" said Kathchen.
for the time being rather priding herself on playing
Mary Stanley's part.

"Well, I wass speaking to Mr. I'ettigrow, the minister,and he wass speaking to Mr. Purdie about pettingthe priiSe back, and Mr. Purdie ho sr.ys to Mr.
Pettigrew, 'No, I will not give the prize back for
there was not enough competition, and Archie MacNicolhe wass always tekkin the prize, and it was
the same as thirty shullins a year off his rent. The
prize,' he wass saying, 'wass to encouraclie ahl the
people to attend to their gardens and not to give ArchieMncNicol thirty ehullins a year.' And that's
the God's truth, mem, and both ways of the sto".v;
but what I will be thinking to myself is that there
wass no talk of- stopping the prize till Mr. Purdie
found my name on the paper. That's what I would
be thinking to myself sometimes."
Kathchen gtsm^d rather timidly at her friend. But

Mary was still in that curiously abstracted reverie.
her eyes turned wistfully toward the now receding
Eilean Heimra.her thoughts remote. So Kathchen
merely said, in an undertone;.

"Very well, Archie, I will put both versions of the
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story before Miss Stanley, and I have no doubt she
will do what is right. For my own part, I don't see
wliy yoti should be deprived of the prize simply because
you keep a smarter g-irden than the other people."
A great event happened this afternoon.nothing less

than the arrival from the South of Mr. Watsou, the
sheep farmer, Ms Stanley's principal tenant. The
two girls had landed from the boat, walked along the
shor and were just about turning oft toward I.o tig^rra
Hons? when they were overtaken by some one riding
a stout and serviceable little cob; and Mary instantly
guessed who this must be.for persons on horseback
are rare at Lochgarra. The stranger lilted his hat,
but did not draw rein.

t "Mr. WatsonV" said sue, looking toward him with
a plain intimation that she desired to speak with him.

Mr. Watson immediately pulled up, dismounted and
came toward her, leading the cob by the bridle. He
was a midiPe aged man with a fresh complexion, grizzledhair, short whiskers and shrewd, blue ryes.
looking prosperous and well satisfied with himself,
and with some little turn for jocosity about his firmlv
Set lips.

"I beg your pardon," the said, with a little embarrassment,"but.I wial'.od to speak with you "

"Miss Stanley?.I am glad to make your acquaintance,"sail' lie, in a marked south country acecnt.
And he bowed to Miss Stanley's companion.

"Won't you come into the house for a moment or
two?" said Mary, with a vague notion that she ought
to be polite to a tenant who paid her 3,400 pounds a
year; moreover, she had ulterior ends in view. Mr.
"Watson consented: Mary went and called a gardener,
who took charge of the cob, and then the two young
ladies and the farmer proceeded up the stone steps,
and through th° bail and into the wide hexagonal
drawing room in the tower. Then she ask <1 him to ba
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seated, adding some vague suggestions about a glass
of wine ami a biscuit after his ride.

"No, I thank ye," said Mr. Watson. "I am a teototaller.notan ordinary thing in these parts. Ay.
and a vegetarian. But I practise.I don't preach,"
l:e explained, with a complacent smile, "so I do no
harm to other folk. Both things suit me, but I let,
other people alone. That's the fair way in the world."

"I wanted to ask you, Mr. Watson,'- said she, with
a certain timidity, "whether you would be disponed to
give up the pasturage of Meail-na-Crungan?"

In a sjcond the shrewd and humorous blue eyes had
become strictly observant and business like.
"To give it up?" he said', slowly.
"I mean," she interposed, "at a valuation. I

know it is yours under the lease; we cannot disturb
you, nor should I wish to do so, except entirely with
your own goodwill."

"Miss Stanley," said he, "I will ask ye a plain
question: what for do you want me to give up the
Meall-na-Cruagan ? "
"The crofters "

"Ay, ay, just that," said he, without much ceremony."They've been at ye, in the absence of Mr.
l'urdie. Well, let me tell ye this: I am willing on
my part to give up the Meall-na-Cruagan, at a fair
valuation; but I warn ye that if ye hand it over to
the crofters, they'll not be one penny the better off.
and you'll be just so much the worse. Where are
they to get tiie stock to put on it? They've enough
grazing for what stock they've got."

"Yes, but it is not wholly that," said Mary. "I
want to have them satisfied."

"Ye'11 never see them satisfied, though you gave
t'nein the whole Loohgarra estate for nothing," said
this very plain-spoken person. "Surely ye are aware
that the agents of the Highland Land League havo
been here, as they havo been in every hole and corner
of the Highlands; and while some of them have been
making responsible enough demands, others of them
have been showing themselves nothing but irresponsiblemischief-makers, firing the brains ©f these poor
creatures with revolutionary nonsense, and trying to
turn the whole place into another Ireland. Well,
well, it's not my business; it's not for me to speak;
but I warn ye, Miss Stanley, that giving: up Meall-naCruaganwill not satisfy them. What many of them
want.especially what the more ignorant among them
want.is for the landlords to quit the country altogether,and leave them the entire stock, lock, and
barrel of the estates.the land and all that belongs
to it."

"I kr.ow," said Mary, quietly, "what the I.and
league have been doing; but if there had not. been
widespread discontent and distress they could not have
done anything at all. And surely there was reason

+\r.fnf flio thfl 4^iVvfhw*a
Commission hare made.thirty aad forty per cent, in
soma plac.M. However, I am not concerned with
the economic question of the Highland* generally; X
am concerned merely with Loehgarra: and I want to
do what is fair by the tenants: I want to see them
satisfied, and a,« well-to-do ar«l comfortable as the
circumstances will allow. Btit what lias been p;iBKiingme sin^e I came here," sue continued*^-for this
seemed a frank and well-wishing kind of man, and
she was glad to have any sort of help or advice."is
that when I have spoken about lowering the rent,
they have had. nothing to say in reply. Th?,v seem
rather to look to the Government for aid. Yet you
woyld Imagine that the lowering of the rent would
bo the first and all-important thing."

Mr. Watson smiled, in a condescending way.
I think ye might understand why they would not

complain to you about the rent."
"Why?" she demanded.
lie hesitated.and there was an odd look on his

face.
"I do not wish to say anything against friend Purdie,"he observed.
"But 1 want to know the truth," she insisted.

"How am I to do anything at all unless I know the
exact and literal truth?"

"Well, well, let us'put it this way," said Mr. Wat-
ron, good-nature'v- "There's gome that would call
Mr. Purdle a hard man; and there':? some that would
call him an excellent factor, business-ilka, tborov.gJi-going, and skilled in his work. It's noli a nice positionto be in at the best; it's not. possible to please
everybod}-. And there's different ways of dealing with
people."

Ail this sounded very enigmatic. Mary could r.ot
in the least understand what he meant.

T Tt'iab vnn tr» trr»pn.k nlftlnlv. Mr. Wrttscin.r* krvI
she. "You may be sure it will be in abatiute contide.Ve."

lie considered for a moiunenfc. Then he si id:
"It's of ltttla confluence io me. Friend Puitlje

anil I get on very well, considering; and besides I
have my lease, lint I'll just give ,ve an inst-nee of
what ha;! happened on lliio estate, and you'll jnOgr? for
yourself whether it's likely the tenants would o ne to
you for a rotinctlon of rent, or ask ye to interfere in
any way whatever. It was about four years ago tH.it
one of the crofts- over at Cruagnn fell vacant. Very
well. Then Mr. Puitlie would have it that the p>s-
ture of that croft should t» taken by the other CVre-
gab crofters, each one paying his sharo of t'Ao rent:
while the arable land of -tli« croft should be 'Med
to the Glen Knnnn farm, which was also vacant just
then. The Ousgnn crofters objected io thai arr'v.nge-
tnent; Mr. Puruie insisted; and at Inst the crofters
sent a petition lo Mr. Stanley, asking to have the
arable land of the croft as well, or else to be let
alone. I am not saying anything against your luiele,
Miss Stanley."
"Hut I want to get at the truth of the story, Mr.

Watson," faid Mary, firmly. "That is the main
point. What happened?" !

"I may explain that your uncle never interfered
with Mr. Purdie." the former continued, rather apologetically,"and that's not to be wondered at. iinny
landlords make it a rule not to interfere with tb'dr
factor, for of course he's doing the best lie can, for
tire estate, and knows about it better than they can
know themselves. Then what happened, (io ye say?
What happened was this.at the very next term eve-y
crofter that had signed the petition was served with
a notice to quit; and that v.as only withdrawn when
they undertook to pay, each man of them, three
pounds a year additional rent.that la fifteen shillingsfor their share of the added pasture, and two
pounds five shillings as a tine for having objected to
Mr. Purdte's arrangements. That's just what happened,Miss Stiii'ey."
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Knthehen, her eyes full of indignation.
"Why, it is one of the most abominable pieces of

tyranny I ever heard of!" she exclaimed. Aasl then
she turned to Mr. Watson. "If people are treated
like that, can you wondor if the Land league should
find it easy to put revolutionary ideas into tiieir
head?"

"At. all events," said Mr. Watson, with a shrewd
and cautious smile, "ye will understand that, they are
not likely to apply to yoa for any lowering of rent.
They know the consequeficea."

"Ah, do they?" said she quickly. "Well, X must,
show the-.n that they are mistaken. I must convince
them they havo nothing to fear. They must learn
that they can come to me, without dread of Mr. Purdieor any oner else. "But," she added, with a bit oi
a sigh, "I suppose it will take a long time."

After some little further conversation, of no peat
moment, but marked by much civility on both sides,
the farmer ro"e.
"Any time ye're passing Craiglarig, Miss Stanley,

I should lie pro'id if ye'd look in."
"Indeed, I will," said she, going with him to the

doo;\ "But I must'tell you how deeply I am indebtedto you. And of courss what you have said shall
be kept in the strictest) confidence."

"I have told ye the truth," said he, "since ye askedforit. But .lust mind this, Miss Stanley.good l'acf
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tors are no that common: and friend Pnrdis understandsbis business. He drives a hard bargain; but
it's on your behalf."

"Yes," said she, "and now I am beginning to see
why it is the people hate me."
That same evening the two girts, who had been out

for a long walk, were coming flown the Minard road
toward Locfcgarra. The twilight was deepening, the
solemn inland bills were growing slowly and slowly
darker and losing their individual features; the softly
lilac skies overhead were waiting for the coming night.
Silence had fallen over the woods where the birches
showed their spectral arms in the dusk and where the
rtiss^t bracken and withered gray grass were now
almost indistinguishable. It was a still and tranquilhour; sleep falling upon the tired world; a little
while, and the far, wide, mysteriously moving »;a
would ba alone with the stars.
But for Mary Stanley there was no sense of soothing

quiet, even amid this all prevailing repose. On
the contrary, her heart was full of turmoil and perplexity,insomuch that at times her courage wa? like
to give way: and she was almost ready to abandon
tlio task she had undertaken, as something beyond her
strength. Ar.d then again a voice seemed to say
to her, "Patience.patience.hold on your way.dark
o o fVift VlAltr mnrr IliA dnir >?atm\ nt
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last." And in Kathehen she had an excellent counsellor,for Kathehen had fiu admirable liabit of makinglight of troubles.especially those that did not concernherself; and she was practical anil matter-offact,neither oversanguine nor liablft to fits of black
despondency. On the present occasion this was what
she was saying, in her cool and self-poaeeesed way:.
"You see, Mamie, I understand the Highland characterbetter than you do. All that sullenness and 111

will doesn't arise merely from high rent and Mr. Pur-

lUGH COAST.

dio's tyranny.though that, 110 doubt, has something
to do with it. There art! sentimental influences at
work as well. There is the strong attachment towardthe old family.very unreasoning, perhaps, but
there it is; and there is resentment against those who
have displaced them. Theft there may be singer about
your uncle having destroyed the ancient landmarks,
and injuries of that kind are not easily forgotten or
forgiven. But. every hoar that I am in this place,"
continued Ka(lichen, as they were making home
through the strangely silent dusk, "I am more and
more convinced that what Mr. T'urdie said, was perfectlycorrect.that, young Donald I?oss of Heiuira is
just everybody and everything to those people. He
is all powerful with them. Very well. I cannot bo
Have that he hart stirred up ill will against, you or even
that he wishes it to continue. He may do everything
he can to thwnrt and madden Mr. Purdie.why not?
I would do that myself if I were iu his place!.but
how can he have any wish to injure you? Then what
X say is this:.If you really mean to go and see him,
put entirely out of yous mind what you may havo heard
about his private character and his poaching and smugglingand remember only that his influence over thosa
pcopio couifi maito everyimi>g quite pleasant to you.
Don't go to him 83 you did th's morning, as an enemy
to be challenge*! ant! reproichedj no, what you bavo
to do is just to lower your pride a little, and tell him
that you have come to b?fr for a favor. In fact,
T am convinced that a word from him would entirely
change the situation. Mamie, are you going to ask
fo- it?"
Mary Stanley did not answer; she walked on in silence.

[CONTINUED NEST SUNDAY.]
TOLD BY THE HOSPITAL NURSE.

"Often have strange casoif" Yes, sir; frequently a ease
lies horo

With a story interesting, oft pathetic, sometimes queer.
Novel-like, were not the horoe Uosh and blood, as I and

you.
Such a one I well remember.patient Number Fifty-two.
In the road a toddling child, a mother's agonizing

scream
And thundering down the roadway speeds a carter's

frightened team.
All unnerved stares each bystander, seems there's nothingcan be done;
A sudden rush, a hasty clutch, and the child from death

is won.
But a horrid 6ight lies in tho road for the gathoring

crowd to view.
A brave man crushed by tho cruel wheels.he filled bed

Kifty-two.
Through that night he suffered greatly, bravely bore it,

ifty-two;
But the morning, breaking gently, saw his hours on

earth were few.
So I f-ai me down beside him, hinting with a bated

breath
Life to all was so uncertain; had he ever thought of

death?
Would he hoar tho Bible wotnan tell tho tal# of heavenly

love.
Of the calm and peaooful haven far boyond the stars

above?
Whero the wicked cease from troubling and the weary

arc at rest.
Might T bring her to his bedside just to tell the story

blesstr
"Yes," he whispered, "bring her to me; let me hoar the

good old Hook.
Quickly came the Bible woman, by his bod her seat she

took. 1

Noble little woman was she, gentle niannored in her ways;
kiimor said lier life was blighted, crossed la love in by-

gone days. f
And her lit'u from thence devoted to the needs of sick

and poor !
Soothing with her sweet attentions stricken souls at

death's dark door. 1

Quietly i stole away then, leaving her bv Fifty-two, !

Gentiy tolling in hur own way story old yet ever new.
But ere long tho Bible woman bockjimd me to come

again, jI'ifty-two was fast succumbing, death's cold creeping
numbed his pain. '

This 1 saw and whimpered softly, "Ask him if wo cannot '

send
Anywhere tliat ho might mention, anywhoro he has a

friend." ,
Tim., tl, a llulo Rihln womnn itinvoW m
Put the question gently to him, to receive his answer.

'

So." (

Once again did she address bin), with her soft hand on
his brow, «

Smoothed tho burning, throbbing temples, "Fifty-two,
you'il tell rue now.

Let rae take a cherished message, lot me tell your con-
duct brave,

How you dashed into the roadway, risked your life a
ehild'a lo save." <

"P'raps it"® best," then came his answer; "let them know
the news at home. ,

No need now to struggle further, for I fool my time has
como.

Years ago, when but a youngster, nothing but a country
lad,

Life to me seemed bright and joyous, just a round of
promise glad.

For I loved the squire's daughter and she lovod me as I
loveiL

With amofto her father heard this, hot with anger her
reproved

For sncu waywardness in stooping after hands by him
employed.

Said 'twas, but a pack of nonsense; if again she him annoyed
By such lolly he would stoo it. For her sake I had to

»ro.
Quit the old folk and my sweetheart.hard to do, as loversknow.
Yet I felt a kind of lis:hisonic.country lade they hear

«o much
Of ibe fortunes in the big towns.God knows there are

lew of such:
For I've labored, h*nod and struggled, while tho old folk

home tiioy die J.
Long i worked on with a stout heart, picturing with

honest pride
That oue day whea I mi^ht venture to redeem tho vow

i'u mado
To my cherished one that even in t; when wo met in twilightshade.
Fro v.o parted, remember.jboina; seized by lover's whim,
Pleading ior kodio trifling token nor own Jack could ta!;e

with him
Midst the miirtitV citv's throhhinfr \rhilrt hn nf<*nrn in Vnr.

tuno s race.
Something lie con id deariv treasuro, somothing ha would

ne'er disgrace. j
Years rolled on, i wore bar token with a sacrodness of

heart:
As a knight < f o cl I'd promised'Death bor cb&rm auu

me should part.'
And it's com ng, creeping on me.God, how true tho words

aro now:
\Doath borcharm and me should part,'gasped he, "but

I've kopi my vow."
Sinking fust, he toebly whispered, "Tell her I've boon

toyai. true:
Nurse, you'll say a good word, won'tyon, for your patient,

t ilty-twoy
Give her thin." and then ho laid bare with a trembling,

nervous hand
Kound his nock a slender coil of dark brown hair in

plaited baud.
"Tell my Maggie 1 have worn it since she placed it there

tb.1t nigh:.."
Here the rtiole woman trembled, while her face turned

ghastly white.
"Take it off. nurse, lot me kiss it; say in heaven I wait

for her."
But ere I on Id r;iine a finger, with excitement all astir
sank the little Bible woman on hoi Sne^s beside his bed,
"Jack, luy own J:i.ck! here's your Maggie!" Sir, I had to

turn my head.
1'aiuter no er couia paint the picture round tbe bed of

fifty-two.
And its useless uiy atteniDting to dosci'ibe tbo scone to

you.
How he feebly murmured "Maggio!" How sho sobbed in

anguished joy,
While the old love leapt witliin her as sbo kissed her

country boy.
"Stranjje if true, sir?" 'Tis indeed a story true as it is

queer.
And tho little Bible woman since his death still visits

here.
This in strictest confidcnce, sir. That's the little lady

there
By tbe table tending flowers. "What about the plait >f

hair?"
"Jiurse," said she, "like him, I'll wear it, sacred now to

me is this.
Consecrated by the ritual of my brave Jack's dying kiss."

8. B. McBlSAXH.
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?<ow tho house stood on the mountain side, visible
to ships. Above, ths forest ran up into the clouds
of rain; below, the black lava fell in cliffs, where tie 01

liicga of old lay buried. A garden bloomed about ^
that house with every hue of flowers; and there was ai
an orchard of Papaia. on tee one hand, and an orchard el

of fruitbread on the other; and right in front toward
the sea a ship's mast hud been rigged up and bore a n«

flag. As for the house, it was three stories high, gl
with great chambers and broad balconies on each; the

^
windows were of glass so excellent that lb was as u<
clear as water and as bright as day; all manner of ai

furniture adorned the chambers; pictures hung upon "j
the wail in golden frames, pictures of ships, and men 63

fighting, ami of the most beautiful women, and of
singular places; nowhere in the world are there pic- ,a

tures of so bright a color as those Keawe found hang- q,
lag in his house. As for the knick-knacks, they were s<;

extraordinary fine; chiming clocks and musical boxes, ^
little men with nodding heads, books filled with pictures,weapons from all quarters of the world, and
the most elegant puzzles to entertain the leisure of a

solitary man. And as no one would care to lire in
such chambers, only to walk through and view theiu,
the balconies ware made so broad that a whole town
might hare lived upon them in delight; and Keawe
knew not which to prefer, whether the back porch,
where you get the land breeze, and looked upon the
orchards and the flowers, or the front balcony, where
you could drink the win<} of the sea, and look down
the steep wall of the mountain, and see the Hall going
by one» a week or so, between Hookena and the Hills
of Tele, or the schooners plying up the coast for wood
and ava and bananas.
When they had viewed all, Keawe and Lopaka sat

on the porch}
"Welt?" asked Lopaka, "is it all as you designed?"
"Words cannot utter it," said Keawe. "It is betterthan I dreamed, and I am sick with satisfaction." L('"fhere is but one thing to consider," said Lopaka-.

"Alf this may bo quite natural, and the bottle imp
have nothing whatever to say to it. If 1 were to
buy the bottle and get no schooner after all 1 should ,;Jhave put my hand in tho fire for nothing. I gave tfl
you my word, I know, but yet I think you would not JMj
giuuga me one moie proof."

"1 nave sworn 1 would take no more favors," said
Keawe. "I have gone already deep enough." gi,"This is no furor I am thinking of," replied Lopaka. 0("It la only to see the imp himself. There is nothing ^
to be gained by that, and so nothing to be ashamed c
of, and yet if I once sew him I should be ashamed v,.
of the whole matter. So indulge me so far and let
me see tb® imp, and after that there is the money in K'
my hand and I will buy it." til''There is.only one thing that I am afraid of," said
Keawe. "The imp may b3 very ugiy to view, and
if you onco set eyes on him you might be very undesinxisof ths bottle." t?"I am a man of my word," said Lopaka. "And jr-(here is the money betwixt us." ^"Very well," replied Keawe, "I have a curiosity R)myself. So come, let us have one look at you, Mr. ^Imp." ;.I(
Now, as soon as that was said, the imp looked out j0of the bottle and in again, swift as a lizard; and arthere sat Kcnwe and Lopaka, turned to stone. The y.niglit had quite come before either found a thought to t

say or voice to say it with, and then Lopaka pushed a,the money over and took the bottle. m"I a;:i a man of my word," said he. "and hid need i.

to be ao, or I would not touch this bottle -with my
'

loot. V/el), I shall gat my schooner and a dollar or
two for my pocket; and then I will bo rid of this
devil as fast as I can. For, to tell the plain truth,
the look of him has cast me down." *

"Lopaku," saicl Keawe, "do Dot think any worse of
mo than you can help. X know it is night and the
roads bad, and the puss by the tombs an ill place to w

(to by so late; but I declare since I have seen tiiat littleface I cannot eat or sleep or pray till it is gone t0_
from me. I will give you a lantern and a basket to

."
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"WELL," ASKED LOPAKA, "IS ALL AS YOU MSIP.ED?" th
put the bottle in, and any picture or fine thing in my tl<
house that takes your fancy, and be gone at once, and
?o sleep at Hookena with Nahinu." w:

ivsawe, saia. juopaua, many a man would tako i-t
Hits ill; above all whi n I arii doing you a turn so ne

rlendly as to-keep my word and to buy the bottle, a-d, K
for (hat matter, the night anil the; 'dark and the way as
iy the tombs mts^t Ik- all tenfold more dangerous to ha
i man with such a sin upon his conscience and suclt m<
i botHe itnder his arm. But- for my part I am so ex- in
iremely terrified myself I have not the heart to blame
r<*i. Here I go, then, and I pray God you may be m

Sappier in your l.ouss and I fortunate with my to
schooner, and both get to heaven In the end in spite th
3if the devii and his bottle." ra
So Lopaka went down the mountain and Keawe

stood in hi3 front balcony and listened to the clinic of
the horse's shoes arid watched the lantern go shining rif
lown the path and along the cliff of caves, where the I
>1(1 (lend are buried; and all the time he trembled and tlv
?l«tfpcd bi«i hands and prove! for his friend, and pave ho
;'ory (o God that he himself was escaped out of that
trouble.
But the next day came very brightly, and that new

iio'im of his was so delightful to behold that hi; forgot
Ills terrors. One day followed another, and ICeawe
dwelt there in perpetual joy. He had his place on
the back porch; it was there he ate and lived and
read the stories in the Honolulu newspapers; but when m
MlY one calme hv thev would cro in .and view the chain-
bers an-1 tho pictures. And the fame of the house
went far and wide. It was called Ka-Hale Nui.
tho Great Hov.fi?.in all Kona; and sometimes the
Bright House, for ICeawe kept a Chinaman who 'was
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"I AM KOKITA." SAID THE GIRL.

all day Ousting and furbishing, ami the. glass and the
gilt and the fine stuffs and the pictures shone as bright 01
i;s the laomU'jt. As for Kenwe himself he could not
walk l:i the chambers without singing, his heart was
so enlarged: and when ships sailed by upon the sea
he would fly his colors on the mast. Tl

Soti'o "time went by until one day Keawe went npou
x visit a-s far as KniUia to certaia of his friends. There
he was well feasted, and left as soon as he could the
next looming and roile hard, for he whs impatient to Jt'
behold his beautiful hon.se, and besides the night then
co' itrtg on was the nlg'-t in which the dead of old
days go abroad in tb^ sides of Kona; and having alreadymeddled with the devil he was the uiore diary
of meeting with the dead. A little beyond Honaunau,lookingfar ahead he was aware of a woman bathingin tho edge of the sea; arid she seemed a well "I
grown girl, but he thought 110 more of it. Then he
etw her white shift flutter as she put it on, and then
her r.-d holoku, and by the t ime lie came abreast of her
she was done with her toilet and had come up from pc
the sea and stood by the track side in her red holoku,
r.O'1 she was a'! fr-sh with the bath, and her e.ves
shone and were kind. Now Keawe no sooner belie!d
her than he- drew rein.

"I thought I knew every one in this country," lie
said. "How comes it that I do not know you?"

"I am Kyktia, daughter of Kiano,'' said tho girl. In
'and I have just returned from Oahn. Who are yon?"

'I will tell you who I am in a little," said Keaw \
dis'roantir,g from his hors?. "but not now, for I have Ai
a thought in my mind, and if you knew who I was
you might have heard of me and you would not give
me a true answer. But tell me, first of all, one thing.
Arc you married?" j ]
At this Kokua laughed out loud. "It is you who [

\
sk questions," she said. "Are you married yourilfV"
"Indeed, Kokua, I am not," replied Kea-we, "and

3ver thought to be until this hour. But here is
le plain truth:.I havo met you here at the road
de and saw your eyes which are like tho stars, aud
iy heart went to you swift as a bird. And so
ow, if you want none of me, say so. and I will go
i to my own place; but if you think me no worse
iau any other young: man, say so, too, aud I will
irn aside to your father's for the night and to-mor>wI will talk with the pood man."
Kokua said never a word, but she looked at the sea
ad laughed.
"Kokua," said Eeawe, "if you say uotbing, I will
iko that for the good answer; so let us be stepping
your f ither's door."
.She went on ahead of him still without speech;
jlv .sometimes she glanced back, and glanced away
jain; and she kept the strings of her hat in her
toiith.
Now, when they had corae to the door, Kiano earno

it in his veranda, and cried oat aud welcomed
eawe by name. At) that the girl looked over, for
10 fame of tho great house hn/i come to her cars,
id to be sure, it was a great temptation. All that
eniDg they were very merry together; and the girl
as ns told as brass under the eyes of her parents, t nd
;ade a mark of Keawe, for she had a quick wit. The
>xt day he had a word with Kiano, and found the
rl alone. m

"Kokua," said he, "you made a mark of me all I
renir.g; and it is still time to bid me go. I would
>t tell you who I was because I have so tine a house,
id I feared you would think too much of that ho ise
id too little of the man that loves you. Now you
low all, and it you wish to hare seen tlie last of me
y so at once." ,

"No," said Kokua. But this time she did not
ugh, nor did Keawe ask for more.
This was the wooing of Keawe; things had gone
rickly, but so an arrow goes, and the ball of a rifle
vil'fer still, and yet both may strike the target,
bings had gone fasts but they had gone far also, ami
le thought of Keawe rang in the maiden's head, she
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XPAKA PUSHED THE MONEY OVER AND TOOK 'IHH
BOTILE.

iard his Toice in tli(> breach of the surf upon tha
va, and for this young man that, she had seen buti
rice she would have left father and mother and her
itivo islands. As for Keawe himself, his horse flew
) the path of the mountain under the cliff of tombs,
id the sound of the hoofs, and the sound of Keawe
aging to himself lor pleasure, echoed in the caverns
the dead. Ho came to the Bright House, and still
was singing. He sat and ate in the broad balmy,and the Chinaman wondered at his master, to

ar how he sang between the mouthfuls. The suu
ent down into the sea, and the night came, and
eawe walked the balconies by lamplight, high on
e mountain, and the voice of his singing startled
en on ships.
"Here am I now upon my high place," he said to
inself. "Life may be no better; this is the mounintop, and ail shelves about me toward the worse.
-jr the first time I will light up the chambers, and
ttbe in my fine bafch with the hot water and the cold,
id sleep above in the bed of my bridal chamber."
> the Chinaman had word, and he must rise from
sop and light the furnaces; and as he walked bewbeside the boilers, ho heard his master singing
id rejoicing above him in the lighted chamfers,
hen the water began to be hot, the Chinaman cried
his master; antl Keawe went into the bathroom;

id the Chinaman heard him sing as he filled U10
arb e basin f.nd heard him sirig ag in, find the singing
oken., as he undressed, until, of a sudden, the song
assd. The Chinaman listened and listened, ho
lied up ths hoiiss to Keawe to ask him if all were
ell, and Keawe answered him "Yes," and bade him
to lied, but there was no more singing in the

right House, and all night long the Chinaman heard
s master's feet go round and round tho balconies
Lthout repose.
Now the t nth of it was this:.As Keawe undressed
r his bath he spied upon his flesh a. patch like a
itch of lichen on n: rock, and it was then that he
opped singing. For he knew the likeness of that
itch, and he knew that he had fallen in the Chinese
il.
Now it is a sad thing for any man to fall into this
Bkncss. And it would be a sad thing for any one
leave a house so beautified and so commodious and
part from nil his friends to the north coast of Uokai,between the mighty cliff and the sea breakers,
it what was th»t to th" case of the man Keawe?
e v.'ho had met his love but yesterday, and won her
it that coming, and now saw all his hopes break ill
moment like a piece of glass'?
Awhile ho sat unon the edee of the bath: then
~>w>g with a cry and mn outside, find to and fro,
id to and fro along the balcony like one despairing.
"Very willingly could I leave Hawaii, the law- of
y f ithers," Keawe was thinV-lng. "Very HcMly
lid T leave my ho'ig", th^ high placed, the many w'niWfd,here upon the mountains. Very bravely could
go to Molo^ai. to Kntaiipop* br the cliffs, to live
-h the smitten and to sleep there far from my
titers. But. v.'TIfit wrong have I done, what s>-> li'>s
:oh my so'il that T should have enco"nt3red J-'o'-na
ming coo! fro'n the get. water in tli« evening.T^olathe soul en>;narer, Kokua the light of my life?
w may I never wed, her may I loo'r upon ro longer,
r may I no more handle with my loving hand. And
is for this.it Is for you, O Kokua, that I pour my
mentations!
Tbe-"nixin he called to mind it was the next day
e Hall wnt by on her return to Honolulu. "Thero
list, T go first," lie thought, "and seek Topaka. For
e best liope that I have now Is to find that same bot>I was so pleased to be rid of."'
Now you are to observe what kind of a man Keawe
as, tor he might have dwelt there in the 11-ighb
wise for years and no on« lieen the wiser of his st"kss:but lie recked nothing of that if he must loso
okua. And again he might have wed Kokua even
he was: and so many woMld h~ve done because they

,ve the souls of pies. But Keawe loved the maid
infnlly and L\a would do her no hurt and bring her
no danger.
A little beyond the midst of the night came in his
ind the reco'lection of that lx>ttle. He went round
the back porch and called to memory the day when
e devil had looked forth, and at the thought k:a
n in his veins.
"A dreadful thing is the bottle," thought Keawe.
nd <lre-"*fnl is the imp, and it. is a dreadful thing to
;k tho flames of hell. But what other hope havo
to euro my sickness or to wed KoKua? wnat!" t»
>"Chr,, "wo"M T IvfiTil the devil once only to get me a
use and no* lilm pe"!" to win Trokua?

[CONTINUED NEXT SUNDAY.]

SHE HAD HEARD OF SUCH.

[From the Chicago Inter-Ocean.]
I hear that a German Count ia paying yofl

srked attention," said Dora to Lou.
"Yes." assented Lou, shyly.
"What Is his name?"
"Aneustus."
"You call him Gus, don't you?"
"Yes, why?"
"And he's your beau, isn't he?"
"W-w-why. yes, I suppose so. But why are you
ting these questions?"
"Oh nothing, but I've heard of beau Gus counts
ifore."

THE CIH OF THE MEEK.
ore's ft city.-I'll not name it.not a thousand milei

from Ilell Gate.
Where the people suffer many ills, but will not make

complaint;
moek and lowly lot they are, and bear whatever comes

to them,
fVAH.rh + T oianra taii MU onnnoh f.ATor a

saint.
comotion is a snail-like thing, and rapid transit promises
ire enough to turn the heart of man into rancid gall

a d spleen;
would give ynti null dc tner to seo the condition that ths

streets are in,
\nd every ash receptacle "a-woariug of the green."
e parks are carefnlly preserved.the fun is kept at

minimum.
'Be d d the public" seems to he the rnle of those in

charge.
tween the corporations and the cormorants in office
It is evident the citizens have no right to be at large.
nong the other pleasant features of this happy city
[s a tangled Chinese puzzle of crossed electric wires:
course they menace human lives, but that is inci"
dental

Where they send a man a minute to join the heavenly
choirs.

le authorities have made a bluff to put them out of
sight.

And millions have been spent in digging up the
streets:

s the greatest joke the politicians ever laughed
abont

ro tee the subway fallacies swallowed like swoottueats.
iy the gods," the Storm King cries in accents that are

quernious
As he whistles thorough this city in his free and easy

way.
am tired of giving warning to these lunatic inhabitants."

And lie tangles up the wires till there's Ihe deuce to
pay.

irawimuuBitiu 101 ui oumu uioaumi cumulation.
Expecting that the city will go up in smoke and flama;
i«n the habitants go to sleep a^aiu, forgetful of tbe

danger,
&.ud the pole aud wire nuisances.why, tliey get there

just the same.

(BUT. ndthis is why we laugh.)
the (rrewhome depths of ftheol they have xot a cauldronboiling.
for tbe bosses of that city, and the subway sinners too;
id the rh*S is well supplied w.tli tobasco sauce and

cayenne,
\nd other warm inpredionts to make a Hades stew;
id some day thero'U be a banquet for the meek aud

lowly Habitants,
[lave a ticket to tbe same, my dear; ha, ha, que route*

toits? II. W. E.


